"Your mother?"
" My mother! You arc silly 1 My mother is Malee,
of course. I mean the guinea-pig mother ! "
" Oh, I see 1 Yes, she's sure to have children," said
Ambrosius, forced to kugh. Suddenly Tintin jumped
to his feet and ran away, calling:
« Here comes Malee!"
Ambrosius stood up quickly. He,bowed and stood
waiting as the woman came up to him. She was dressed
in the same deep blue linen as Tintin, and her hair, too,
ky heavy and damp across her forehead. She crossed the
terrace with hurrying and yet hesitant steps, and then
stood still a few paces away from Ambrosius and said
softly, " Good morning."
" This young man and I have had a very interesting
little colloquy," he said, somewhat embarrassed. He did
not notice that he had used a pedantic expression. He
did not notice that he was standing there bending for-
ward in an attitude that was both expectant and awkward.
He had become so unused to meeting people during his
dark years.
"It is really you, Herf Professor," Helene said,
stretching out her hands to which the salt coolness of the
sea was still clinging. " You have changed a great deal—
it must be the beard. But I recognised you immediately.
I am so pleased—I don't quite know what to say	"
In her excitement her voice became hoarse, she cleared
her throat, and looked at his gksses. " Don't you know
me ? " she asked warily, fearful for his eyes. " Your
pupil, Willfuer."
** Why, yes, of course. Now I remember you. My
famous pupil I So here you are. You have—developed
greatly," said Ambrosius, half to himself.
He started to walk along beside her, at her right side,
so as to keep his seeing eye turned towards her. And a
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